DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW                            21
"You know," he said, "this man is a bit of a composer. Have you
met him? He comes from local stock."
"He is certainly not the kind of man born to blush unseen. .. ."
He came wanting to walk, swinging his stick and humming. There
is a cart track behind the house and we had to cut the path clear of
nettles and briar. I held up overhanging branches to let him pass, dreading
the thought of a scratch on this agile figure. He brought out a pair of
old secateurs which, he told me, he always carried with him.
"I cut this path years ago and I haven't been here for a long time."
As we stopped to admire the scene of distant wood and ploughed
fields we were greeted by the rector who looked very tired and crest-
fallen.
"This war is taking too long. It should have been over." The rector
was holding a bundle of wood. At that moment G.B.S. looked younger
than his much younger friend. He pulled his tweed cap on one side and
beat the nettles with his stick.
"I noticed," G.B.S. said, looking the rector in the eye, "that the
demolished abbey is smothered with weeds. It's a grand place for weeds
this. You should see my garden."
"Ilfaut cultiver notre jardirt" The rector's French was perfect.
"I didn't know that you practised what Voltaire preached," G.B.S.
teased.
The rector smiled: "I occasionally even practise what you preach.
And I still have hopes that you may even practise what I preach."
We walked back, in single file of course. Noticing a book sticking
out of the rector's pocket I asked him what it was he was reading. His
hands were folded as always behind his back and he turned to us and
recited:
And this
Is certain: never be afraid!
I love what I have made,
I know this is not wit,
This is not to be clever,
Or anything whatever.
You see, I am a servant, that is it:
You've hit
The mark ... a servant; for the other word ....
Why, you are Lord, if anyone is Lord."